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Morning After 


Author's Notes: 
Sequel to \"Cocky\", continuing the Cliff/Lars story.. 


Lars woke up alone. 


Waking up properly took him some time, it always had. It took him a while to realise where he was, that he 
wasn't in his usual bed at home. The light was different, his orientation in the room, all of it was off. 


Last night came back to Lars in drips and drops. The show, meeting up with Cliff, giving him the speech he'd 
rehearsed, Cliff between his legs, the smell of sweat and pot smoke..no! that came later. Lars rubbed a hand 
over his eyes, turned his head towards the window where a slight breeze was blowing fresh air into the room, 
it still smelled of sex. 


An old alarm clock was face down on the bedside table. Lars picked it up and looked at the time, Il:47, not too 
late in the day then. He rubbed his face one more time, ran his fingers through his hair. The others needed to 


know he was alive at least. 


Lars' feet hit carpet, it wasn't the linoleum of the apartment. He realised he didn't know if Cliff had a phone 


here, or even where it was. Where was Cliff for that matter? 

He wasn't in the bedroom, or in the bathroom Lars used to splash water on his face. He was almost grateful 
for that, not having to have one of those awkward morning after conversations. Were they as awkward with 
guys as they were with girls? 

It wasn't as if Lars was an authority on these things, girls or guys. 

Cliff wasn't in the living room either but Lars did find a phone. He didn't think of the niceties of asking 
permission to use Cliffs phone, he wasn't here to grant it. After last night would Cliff begrudge him one local 
call? 

Lars dialled the number. Five rings before James picked up. 

"Hello?" 


"Hey, its me." 


James lept on Lars' voice, "Fuck! What happened to you last night? You just disappeared with him. We waited 
for you guys!" 


"He wanted to go back to his place and talk" 


"You could have waited five minutes! Ugh, it doesn't matter anyway. So what did he fucking say? ls he in? Did 
you show him the tapes? Did he listen to them?" 


Each question came out in a forceful staccato, barked into the phone. Lars blinked, his mind still clouded a little 
with sleep and unable to keep up. 


"Don't worry, you can talk, Ron is out," James added as an afterthought, perhaps mistaking Lars’ slight pause 


in replying for some sort of guilt or trace of loyalty to their current, soon to be former, bassist. 


Lars gave a short grunt of understanding, almost a laugh. He could see James in his mind's eye now, bent over 
the telephone only in his underpants and pair of socks, maybe that old white shirt he sleeps in, chewing at a 
loose strand of hair nervously. So much of their plans were based on what Cliff was going to say last night. 


"well?" 
"He's thinking about it” Lars knew his answer wasn't going to be satisfactory. Fuck, it wasn't even the real 


answer. Somehow, he figured, "| asked him but then we got high and fucked and | forgot to ask again’ would be 


even less welcome. 


"Thinking about it? Fuck!" 
"Its not a no." 


"IFs not fucking anything!" James grumbled, there was a grunt, James settling himself down on the floor or a 


beanbag probably, "When are you coming back? Where the fuck are you by the way?" 
"His place, it's not far from where we played." 


The door to the apartment creaked open and banged closed, Lars became hyper aware of another presence 


appearing in the room, eyes on his still naked back. 

"I have to go..yeah, I'l ask him again..nah, | can get home easy, it's not far." 

Lars put the phone back into its cradle, not turning yet, keenly aware of how naked he was. Cliff must be 
dressed, he's been outside, getting more breakfast, more pot maybe, or maybe just out to meet some friends, 
compare last night's conquests. 


"You're up. | got donuts, you want some coffee?" 


Breakfast then Lars turned to face Cliff, squaring his shoulders slightly, trying to make himself feel a little 


less vulnerable. 
‘| used your phone..sorry. | just wanted to let the others know where | was." 
Its cool," Cliff handed Lars a cinnamon donut from inside a bag he was holding. 


The donut was comfortingly warm, fresh, cinnamon flaking off when Lars took it in hand. Without even 


consciously deciding to eat, Lars found himself chewing, the warmth filling his mouth. He was hungry. 


"Come back into my room," Cliff says, "the record player's in there, | want to show you some music | think 


you'll li ke." 


Lars was back on Cliffs bed again, eating the other donut and sipping hot black coffee Cliff had made. The 


apartment was out of milk, Lars didn't mind too much. 


Cliff pulled a blue milk crate out of the closet, rooted through it, pulling out a record and putting it onto the 
player. His hands were large but the fingers surprisingly gentle when handling the record and placing the needle. 
Different from James who liked to slap things down, pretend not to care when the records scratched. Lars 
remembered how Cliff's hands felt on his arms, sliding down his hips. 


Soft acoustic guitar started to trickle into the room, Simon and Garfunkle. A smile tugged at the corner of 


Lars' mouth. He was finished with his coffee, placed the mug on the floor and pulled the bed sheet up his legs 
a little. 


"| didn't expect that," he said, Cliff joining him on the bed. 
"One of my favourite albums. You like them?" 
"My parents loved them. | listened a lot when | was a kid." 


What they were both saying was just filling the empty space between them. Space which disappeared as Cliff 
drew closer, sliding off the jeans he'd been wearing outside and his shirt with them. 


This time Lars was more eager, kissing back, letting his hands move and touch Cliff back, tentatively at first. 


He was still unsure, nervous. 


Cliff was more aggressive, pulling Lars’ hips against his own and grinding against him. Lars gave a short moan 


and wrapped his arms around Cliff's neck. 


This time Cliff was quicker, pulling Lars up so the smaller man straddled his hips. Lars was almost cheeky by 
now, stroking Cliff's cock and smiling, lips closed. 


"Yours is bigger." 

‘It's not the size, its what you do with it." 

This time Lars rode Cliff, after he'd sucked his cock, after Cliff fingered him deeply, making him squeal. Being in 
control of the pace, watching Cliff's face as Lars rocked his hips, feeling those broad hands move up and down 
his back, Lars had discovered his new favourite position. 


Cliff stroked Lars’ cock, making his foreskin slide up and down over the head, pulled Lars down for another kiss. 


Lars shuddered, "llim gonna-" barely getting out of his mouth before he came, sticky white heat on Cliff's 


stomach. 
A heavy hand kept Lars in place on Cliff's cock 

"Just keep moving like that. Yeah.uhh" 

The drummer bit his bottom lip, rocked his hips a litle faster. Cliff closed his eyes, grabbed Lars’ buttocks 
with both hands, started thrusting up. He curled over growling "fuck", "just like that," and the words which 


made Lars' recently spent cock twitch, almost come back to life.. 


"Good boy." 


And then it was over. Cliff groaned, long and low, and lay back on the bed, looking up at Lars. He absently 
stroked his thigh, a smile pulling up one corner of his mouth. 


"Just a sec." Lars whispered, raising himself up from Cliff's cock, finding his limbs a little shaky, and falling 
onto the bed beside the bassist. 


He drifted for a while, floating where he was on the bed, coming back when a warm hand gently squeezed his 


butt 

"Hey," Cliff slid closer, "you ok?" 

"Yeah" 

A kiss was planted on his shoulder, "I like your band! 
Lars' turned his head to face Cliff 

"You're still pretty rough, but | like your sound" 

There was silence, unbelieving, Lars had almost forgotten. 
"If you still want me." 

"Yes! Yes of course! 

James would be so excited! Fuck.James. 


Ie got some other stuff going at the moment though, so | wanna think about it. Are you busy next 
weekend?" 


The smaller man sat up, pulling up the sheets to cover himself, "Got nothing planned, no shows or anything.’ 
"You wanna come up to my parents place up north? | have to house-sit that weekend” 


"Y-yeah..ok..” 


"Cool. I'll pick you up Friday night. Bring the rest of those demo tapes you were talking about, a couple of 


records you like. We can talk more.." 
Lars traced the curve of Cliffs bicep with his fingertips, "Yeah, that seems cool." 


More silence. "What about the others?" 


Cliff smirked, kissed Lars' neck, "I have a feeling they're not into what we are.." 
"| can meet them later. You want another cup of coffee or something?" 

Lars kissed Cliff again, once more, "Nah, | should go. The other'll be worried." 

"I can drop you back at your place." 

Lars shook his head, "It's not far, | like to walk anyway." 


They kissed goodbye at the door, something Lars didn't expect. Cliff asked once more about the next weekend, 


Lars answering yes again and writing down the address of his apartment on a scrap of paper. 


It was cool outside, even for the middle of the day, overcast with a breeze blowing. Lars hadn't been wearing a 


jacket when he left for the gig last night and hugged his arms close to himself, feeling the cold. 


His mind was empty as he walked, watching the other freaks of the LA freak kingdom pass by. The long hair, 
leggings and tattered band shirt would have set Lars apart in any other city of America but here on the Strip 
he was almost shockingly underdressed compared to most of the other guys who he walked past, his hair too 


flat and the colours he wore too muted to really fit in. 


Lars didn't really care about fitting in, but finding a bassist who fit their bill had proved a challenge in this 
city. Hearing Cliff at the Whiskey that night had been like.he couldn't think of the word, not in English at 


least.providence? That sounded so old fashioned. 

Whatever it was, it was special. And of course Cliff had played the game right, not pretending to be too 
interested, though he clearly seemed to be on the outs with his current band, wanting to see James and Lars 
play first, and now this. Still no real commitment to the band, just a "probably" and a kiss goodbye at the door. 
Lars didn't even think of James until he turned the corner onto the street where they lived. Fuck, James. 

"You deserve better." 

Cliff's words echoed in Lars mind, perhaps they rang true. Perhaps things could be better than furtive grinding 
at night, James shoving Lars' hand down into his underpants, heavy breathing and James slapping a hand over 
Lars' mouth if he made too much noise. 

There was a cycle to their "experimenting". James would always move his mattress to the opposite side of the 
room the next morning, as far away as he could put it from Lars', as if he could distance himself from his 


own deviance. He would be sullen, starting more fights, picking on Lars and antagonising Dave. 


It would last a few days, maybe a week, before James would provoke Dave into a fist fight. They would roll 


around on the floor, knocking things over, breaking stuff, someone would win, there would be more sulking, but 


James would be in a better mood afterwards, his masculinity safe once again. 


Then back on Lars' mattress at night, back to furtive touches and rough hands. Yeah, things could probably be 
better. 


But..there was always a but.nobody else understood James like Lars did! Lars snorted at his own thought, he 
sounded like a teenage girl in love with the town rebel. It was hard even to think about, how he felt about 


James, at once attracted and repelled, close and distant. 


His hand barely touched the knob before the door to the apartment swung open, James had been watching 


from the window. 
| was wondering when you'd fucking make an appearance." 
Lars rolled his eyes, "Can | come in at least or are you just going to interrogate me at the front door?" 


"| wouldn't have to if you'd fucking hung around for five minutes last night instead of running off," James 
stood aside, letting Lars into the apartment. 


"What was | gonna fucking do, man? He said | was leaving and that | could come with him if | wanted, | wasn't 
gonna just let him fuck off" Lars pushed off his shoes and kicked them into the corner, he felt grimey and 
wanted a hot shower more than anything. 

James seemed to sense this, backing down a little, "Hey, it doesn't matter. So what did he say anyway?" 


Hadn't they already gone over this? 


"He likes our band, he thinks we have a lot of potential and he wants me to come with him up to his parent's 


place this weekend and show him the rest of demos." A list recited to a whining child 
"He wants you to go up with him? Why the fuck you? Doesn't he even want to meet me and Dave?" 


Because we fucked, James. Because he sucked my cock and | rode him and came on his stomach, James, that's 


why. 


"He does but he's got a couple of offers at the moment, doesn't want to get to know people too well if it 


doesn't work out." The words came out of Lars' mouth so easily, it was only part lie anyway. 
"Don't worry though, he likes us best," Lars added, seeing James’ forehead knit. 


Probably because | sucked his cock too. 


James' face smoothed back to neutral, "Yeah..| guess that makes sense. Alright.:fuck, | guess if it's what he 


wants you to do, it's what you do, huh?" 


"Yeah," Lars ran a hand through his hair, his fingers getting caught in knots. Bedroom hair... "| think I'm gonna 


take a shower" 

James snorted, "Yeah, you fucking stink, man" 

"Fuck you! 

Hot water, almost scalding, steam filling the bathroom, Lars felt better the moment the water hit his back. He 
stayed under until he started to prune, washing himself twice, even stealing Dave's conditioner to put in his 


hair, and only came out when James banged on the door, yelling at him not to use up all of the hot water. 


He wandered through the apartment until he found a reasonably clean towel to dry off with. Lars let out a 
long yawn as he towelled off, why was he so tired? More tired than anything. 


The mattress he slept on, covered in an assortment of pillows and blankets he'd cobbled together, called to 
Lars. He stumbled as he lay down, suddenly more than tired, exhausted, pulling his doona over him and curling 
around the softest pillows, burrowing down into his nest. 

wha how 

Lars knew he had slept too long. It was dark outside, cooler than during the day. What time was it? 

The hand on his hip, the weight behind him on the mattress, told him it was late. James. 


Lars squeaked his eyes shut, didnt move. 


The hand stroked his hip, slipped down, closer to the front of Lars’ briefs. The weight behind him on the 


mattress shifted closer. 
'Lars..you awake?" 


Lars kept his eyes closed. Moved only to grip his pillow tighter and curl himself a little more into it. Not 
tonight. 


"Lars..." 
The hand moved up to his shoulder, shook Lars slightly. Definitely not tonight. 


James stayed behind Lars on his mattress for another minute, not much more. Lars' eyes stayed tightly 
closed until he felt the weight on the mattress leave, heard the soft steps back over to James’ bed. 


It was harder to get back to sleep.. 


